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had spoken during their meal at the Antelope. The few paces
he had to go to overtake Uryen seemed by some trick of thought
to lengthen out into a charmed duration of absolute timeless-
ness, a timelessness that was filled to the brim with this myster-
ious scent. He seemed to float rather than walk after the figure
striding on in front of him, and the distance between them
became a heaving cloud-sea made up of an imponderable
substance upon which he was borne forward.
Even after he had overtaken the man and was hurrying on
by his side up the last of the grassy ascent, he still felt the
same sensation of airiness and lightness, as if that unknown
fragrance had taken complete possession of him.
It was not till the man actually spoke to him that the charm
was dispelled. "We're at the gate now/' he said with the self-
satisfied sigh of a pilgrim whose journey is over. "This,
they say, was the main gate; and often when I enter here
in the night I can feel the chill of a great stone arch above
me."
Dud refrained from asking him whether by "they" he meant
his spirits or the modern archaeologists; and they went on in
silence for a few more steps, till they stood in a level opening
between two steep grassy mounds.
"Pardon me, lad, one minute!" Uryen muttered, as he
peered quickly round to make sure they were alone. With great
deliberation he now proceeded to squat down on the ground,
his buttocks resting on his heels; and from this position he bent
forward, all hunched-up as he was, and pressed his forehead
against the turf. Many times he did this, each time for a longer
period.
At first Dud followed a natural delicacy, just as he would
have done had they been together in a church, and looked
away; but he soon grew tired of this discretion, and with that
vein in him of shameless realism which counterbalanced his
subjective fancies, he fixed a detached and cynical eye upon his
hunched-up progenitor. He noted that Uryen kept his hands
in his pockets during his performance, which caused him at one
point almost to lose his balance and roll over sideways; and he
also noted, in the rumpling-up of his coat and sweater, how
lean his flanks were. This latter observation was satisfactory
to our friend. For some reason it was a comfort to him to find
his father had lean flanks.

